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"THEN COMETH THE
HARVEST"

by

J. ARTHUR MOUW

J. ARTHUR MOUW

3618 Glenwood Ave.
Glendale 8, Calif.

Preaching at Midnight to Hungry Hearts
years ago, Jesus said to His disciples: "Say not
ye, There are yet four months, and then cometh harvest? Behold,
I say unto you, Lift up your eyes, and look on the fields for
they are white already to harvest" (John 4:35).
These words were spoken by the Lord Jesus Christ to His disciples
just after they had returned from the neighboring village of Sychar
where they had gone to procure provisions. You remember that Jesus
had talked with the woman at the well, and had told her about
eternal life and the living water which He alone could give. This
woman left her water pot and went back to that city of Samaria, and
said, "Come, see a man which told me all things that ever I did; is
not this the Christ?" As she brought the people of that city to the
Lord, Christ Himself had a harvest of souls. It was because that
woman told the people what God had done for her. These disciples
did not see the harvest. They were right there in that very city but
they did rtot see it. I believe, my friends, there are harvest fields
around the world that men and women yes, God's own people, have
been blind to for centuries. There is a harvest to be gathered. God is
waiting for someone to go that will be led of His Spirit to find the
harvest fields of the world, where the grain awaits. It has been my
privilege to go to the land of Borneo and there see a harvest gathered.
INETEEN HUNDRED
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I want to tell you about one village. I remember walking to it
about five o'clock one afternoon. The people begged us to stay. A few
of them had .h eard a little of the message of life in another village,
and they wanted us to stay overnight so they could hear more. After
I entered the village, and remained with them a little while, they
pleaded, saying, "Tuan, stay here." I said, "I wish I could stay with
you but I promised to be in such and such a place." After a while,
I had to leave them. As I walked out of that longhouse, my heart was
heavy for here were people who wanted to hear more. No one had
ever been in this village before to bring them the message of life. All
I could do was to promise them I would come back just as soon as I
could.
We walked on a couple of hours. It was dark before we got to the
longhouse or the village for which we were headed. When we got
there, we found only one lone man tending one lone fire! I asked him
where the people were and he told me an official had ordered them to
another longhouse and he alone remained to watch the longhouse.
My heart went out to the people of the village we had just left.
After about twenty minutes, I made a decision to go back. I asked
if those who had brought us down the trail would be willing to take
us up the trail again. Two men and one lad from that first longhouse
spoke up and said, "Tuan, we'll take you. If no one else will show you
the way, we will." So one of the native workers stayed, and the other
native worker and these men who had showed us the way started
2

3

down the trail. We had a lantern for light. There is nothing better
than a lantern in the jungles. It gives a nice glow all around the
path and gives light in all directions which is needed where there are
so many snakes. After a while, someone banged the chimney of the
lantern against a log, and a gust of wind blew out the light. We
used our flashlight and in about half an hour its batteries were dead.
It was very, very dark indeed, with no moon shining. We asked the
men who were guiding us how much farther it was. They said, "You
are just about half-way." Well, if you are only half way, it ,is just
as far back as it is to go ahead. So we said, "Lead on,, if you can, and
be sure and keep on talking so we will know where you are." So they
continued to talk as they walked. Once they said, "Tuan, be careful.
In about four steps you will go over a log. Don't turn to the right;
the curve of the river is there, and you will go in way over your
head." I don't know whether you ever played blindman's buff, but
this was the real thing in the middle of the jungles in the middle
of the night in Boreno. About 11:30 that night, we stumbled back to
this village.
A man was walking down the long corridor of the longhouse with
a pitch torch in his hand. The reason for this was that dogs were
barking and he and the people were afraid. We called out and told
him who we were, and he was so relieved he let out a war whoop
which awakened everybody in the longhouse. In a little while; we
heard the squeaky doors open and close. By the time we got to the
longhouse, they had called off the dogs, and had let down the notched
log ladder. We walked up into this longhouse which was about four
teen feet off the ground. It is quite a feat to ascend them in the day
time, but at night and so very dark it is really an accomplishment!
We got to the top all right, and the people were all standing in
the doorway to welcome us. They filled the opening so we couldn't
get in, and there we were, balancing ourselves in the air. After a
while they moved out of the way and we entered and sat down on
the floor with them. As I looked at them, I wondered if I dared ask
them if they would like to hear the Word of God, even that night.
Finally I did, and they said, "Oh, yes, Tuan. We don't need to go to
sleep. We can stay up all night. Teach us all night if you want to."
So I talked to them about forty minutes. Then the native worker
stood up and talked to them about half an hour or so. I stood up again
and preached for another half hour. Then I said to the native worker,
"You take over." Now it was about 2:30 in the morning. That's all
I remember.
I recall sitting down on the floor as the native worker began to
speak. I leaned against one of the poles that held up the longhouse
and evidently I just kept on leaning until I was in a horizontal
position. When the native worker saw that I was sleeping, maybe he
heard me, too - I don't know - he shooed all the people away and
they went through those squeaky doors into their little apartments
4

in the longshouse. In just a minute the native worker was lying
beside me fast asleep. Ours was not a Beauty Rest mattress; it was a
grass ma·t about one-sixty-fourth of an inch thick.
At 5:30 in the morning I awakened, and as I blinked my eyes,
sure enough, there were all those people sitting on the floor around
me! I thought they had been sitting there all night but they hadn't.
They just got up earlier than we. They had never seen a white man
get up in the morning so I guess they wanted to know what 1t was
like. If you don't like for people to stare at you, don't come to Borneo,
because they think they are paying you a compliment when they
watch everything you are doing. We went to the river to wash our
faces, then we had a bite of breakfast, and again we stood before
these people, telling them the sweetest story that any~ne has ever
heard - that God loved them and that Jesus Chnst died for them
and that His precious blood shed on Calvary would wash away their
sins.
I want to say, friends, that before two o'clock that day all the
people of that village of Rasa Turbang bowed their heads and therr
hearts to Christ, and confessed Him as their Lord and personal Sav
iour. We had to leave those people that afternoon because we had to
meet an official in a certain place.
Weeks went by before we finally returned to that longhouse
again. Then we had the joy of baptizing them. As we finished bap
tizing the believers, we walked out of the water and there saw a man
standing on the bank of the river. He was beatmg his chest and
saying "Now it's at peace. Now it's at rest." At first I was afraid
that he thought the water had washed away his sins, so I asked him
about it. He answered, "Oh, no, Tuan. That water could not wash
away my sins. I have bathed in that river since I was a child. My
mother took me down there before I could walk and water has
never washed away my sins. We now know that nothing but the
precious blood of the Lord Jesus Christ can do that."
Young people, as I heard the testimony of that man, I felt that
if there had not been another one in all the jungles that had turned
to the Lord, that one was worth all the years of missionary labors.
I told you about that young man and how he said that night,
"Tuan if no one else will show you down the trail, I'll take you
and lead you back to my people." Well, some months later my wife
had the joy of teaching him his ABC's in his language, not Enghsh.
She taught him how to read and write. He was sent to our Bible
School and studied for a number of years and he, Surah, is the pastor
of the Bethel Church, a church which grew and grew in the jungles
until it had a membership of 1,315 people. He is ministering to those
people to this day. That church, however, has had to be divided be
cause it got too large and now there are two churches mstead of one.
The longhouse I have been telling you about is Rasa Turbang
and that is the first village where Dr. Bauman and Dr. Talbot slept
.5

when they came to v1s1t us in the jungle some years ago. They
preached in the church there called Pintu Elok (Church of the
Beautiful Gate), and also in the Bethel Church of which Surah is
pastor.
Yes, Jesus said nineteen hundred years ago, "Say not ye, There
are yet four months, and then cometh harvest? behold, I say unto
you, Lift up your eyes, and look on the fields; for they are white
already to harvest" (John 4:35).
We didn't find the only harvest field. There are such harvest fields
around the world. God is waiting for someone to go, leaving their
water pots to seek out the people, and have a harvest of souls! You
who are reading this message, will you go, will you give, will you
pray?

Tuan, I'd like to have you baptize me." The river was right there
and he thought there was no reason why I should not baptize him
then and there. But I said, "No, we don't baptize people so soon; we
want to be sure they understand." He said, "Tuan, I'd like to go back
to my village, and tell my people that I not only believe, but that I've
been baptized." I said, "Don't you live in this village?" He replied,
"No, I live in the village you have just passed. My people didn't
want you to stay but I followed you here because I wanted to hear."
So I said, "The next time I come, if you are following the Lord, I'll
be glad to baptize you on that occasion."

Why Didn't Your Grandfather Come?
in the sixth chapter of Ephesians, verses 10-12: "Finally,
my brethren, be strong in the Lord, and in the power of his
might. Put on the whole armour of God, that ye may be able
to stand against the wiles of the devil. For we wrestle not
against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against
powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against
spiritual wickedness in high places."
I am sure if I asked you whether or not a missionary could go to
a land where the devil has held sway for centuries, and be likely to
run into trouble, that your answer would be "yes." Wherever the
apostles or disciples went and proclaimed the gospel, they encoun
tered hardship and ran into trouble. So we shouldn't be surprised if
we have the same experience. One day, I was walking down a certain
trail on my way to a particular longhouse, when the people of this
longhouse met us on the trail and told us in no uncertain terms that
they did not want us to come. They told us they were afraid of us
because we were teaching a new religion and that some of the peo
ple in that area had been put in prison because they had followed
this new religion. We turned back with heavy hearts. How we wished
we had arrived there a little earlier, at least two or three weeks or a
couple of months before. We went on to another village where the
people allowed us to stay.
As it happened to be the Lord's Day the next day, we remained
there and taught the people all day long. One evening about six
o'clock we went down to the river to bathe and a certain man fol
lowed us, saying, "Tuan, where are you going from here?" I
answered, "I'm going to such-and-such a village." He asked, "Will
you come back?" I told him I didn't know, and he wanted to know
whether I knew who he was. I said, "Yes, you are one of those who
this afternoon said you'd like to follow the Lord." He said, "Yes,

We left, and many weeks went by. Finally we returned to this
part of the jungles and people met us on the trail begging, "Tuan,
please come to our village." I asked, "What is the name of your vil
lage?" It happened to the very village where the people had refused
to have us come the last time we were there! I gladly went, and they
did their best to make us happy. They gave us the best food they had
to eat and in the three or four days that we were with them, 67 of
the total population of 69 definitely received the Lord Jesus Christ
as their personal Saviour. What had made the difference? Only that
one man had gone back to tell his people what the Lord had done
for him!
This is one of the best kinds of preaching I know about when one,
like the Samaritan woman of old, goes back and tells the people:
"Come, see a man which told me all things that ever I did: is not
this the Christ?" (John 4:29). Of course, the Dyak was not referring
to the missionary, but to the Saviour he had found. It made the others
so hungry that in the few days we were there, we had the joy of
bringing the Gospel to them and of seeing them really transformed
by the power of Christ.
However, in this village were two men who did not believe. They
sat on the floor and every time we looked in their direction, they
turned their heads to one side. I knew they had something on their
minds, and after a while I said, "Come over here and talk to me."
So they did. They said, "Tuan, we have been listening to what you
have to say and we are wondering if you would come to our village
and teach our people the way you have been teaching the people
here." I said, "Yes, I will be glad to come." They went on to say,
"Tuan, you know we don't live in our village." I said, "Then how am
I going to come to your village if you don't live in it?" They said,
"It is like this. Ten moons ago six people died in our longhouse in
one night and we moved out because the demons were moving in.
The last few days we have been thinking about following the Lord,
and we are wondering if the Lord would enable us to go back and
live in that deserted longhouse. If we followed Him with all of our
hearts, do you think He would enable us to go back and live there?"
Without any hesitancy, I said, "Yes," for I remembered the words
of the Lord Jesus Christ who said, "All power is given unto me in
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it grew quiet and I knew it was no time to talk because he was
thinking. Finally he said, "Tuan, how long ago was it that the Lord
Jesus Christ came into the world?" I could tell by the way he asked
the question that he thought perhaps the Lord had come into the
world about twenty-five years before. I did not know whether I could
tell him but I knew I would have to eventually so I said, "Old man,
the Lord Jesus Christ came into the world about 1900 years ago."
His head dropped. He began to mumble to himself, "1900 years ago,
1900 years ago." Then he turned in my direction with his blinded
eyes and said, "Tuan, if Jesus Christ came 1900 years ago, then why
didn't your grandfather come to tell us?" I had to admit, "Old man,
I don't know." Then he said, "Tuan, if Jesus Christ came 1900 years
ago, then why didn't your father come to tell us?" Again I had to
reply, "Old man, I don't know. All I know is that one day (it hap
pened to be in Pasadena, California), God laid His hand upon me
and showed me that I should go."
As I sat there and talked to that old blind Dyak that morning,
how glad I was that I had said, "Yes, Lord, I am willing to go to
the ends of the earth with Thee." About nine years later that man
died and he is with the Lord now but I shall never forget the sight of
him sitting on the floor and asking that question: "Why didn't your
grandfather, why didn't your father - come?"

heaven and in earth" (Matthew 28:18). So the next morning we left
and started down the trail. The other man had already left, going
through the Jungles to call the people together who lived in the
little huts since abandoning the longhouse. About three o'clock that
afternoon we got to the longhouse, and because I took a picture on
that occasion, I found by actual count that there were thirty-nine.
We smiled at them, but they did not smile back. We told them we
did not want to sleep in the jungles because there were too many
mosquitoes and too much rain, but that we wanted to stay in their
longhouse. They looked at us as much as to say, "Tuan, you are a
very brave man to stay in our longhouse when it has been deserted.
You can stay in there, but not us." I knew that unless we got them
in there, we would not be able to teach them as we wanted to because
only in a matter of moments they would turn around and go back
to their jungle huts. We tried prayer, but that did not work because
they had never seen anyone pray before. In desperation, we walked
up the notched log ladder into their own longhouse, and standing
there at the top, we beckoned and called to them, and asked them to
come into their own village.
After a while, a young man about nineteen stepped out and
walked nght up the notched ladder. The others followed. Finally all
of the people were inside their own longhouse, and when they got in,
they were afraid. Each one was thinking of a loved one who had
died there - a father, a mother, or a child. I didn't know what to do
because I was afraid they were going to turn right around and go
down that notched log ladder and leave. I prayed in my heart, asking
the Lord to help me. After a while, noticing that the longhouse was
very dirty, I asked them to go and get some palm branches. This
they did, and with their help, we swept out the cobwebs, debris,
and chased out the bats. All the while I was talking to them, and
praying in my heart that the Lord would cause them to remain.
Finally, we saw one of the women starting a fire on the floor on a
little bit of earth. How we praised the Lord when we saw that fire
for we knew she and her husband had decided to stay. It was not long
before there were two or three more fires, and a great victory was
won.
You know, when we were praying there in the jungle, we asked
the Lord to lay the burden of prayer upon someone at home. That
night, my friends, because someone in the homeland prayed, we had
the joy of taking the Gospel to these people. They heard and believed.
I am just hurrying over the story but I want to say that before
we left that longhouse, 35 of those 39 bowed their knees and hearts
and definitely received the Lord Jesus Christ as their Saviour.
On the last morning I was there, I went over to a blind man and
put my hand on his shoulder and said, "Old man, what's the news?"
He began to beat his chest, and exclaim, "Oh, Tuan, this is good
news! This is the best news I ever heard in my life!" After a while,

Just by seeing these wagons that had come from Egypt to fetch
him, Jacob knew that Joseph was alive and the old man's spirit re
vived. I think of the Lord Jesus Christ and "When He saw the
multitudes, he was moved with compassion on them, because they
fainted and were scattered abroad, as sheep having no shepherd.
Then saith he unto his disciples, The harvest trnly is plenteous
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If we do not do more about getting this Gospel out to the ends
of the earth, we'll be the grandfathers, we'll be the fathers, who
didn't come. "Why didn't you come?" Can you answer those words?
Oh, I trust that God will help you to pray, to go, and to give, that
the Gospel may be heralded to the ends of the earth.

The Man in the Cage Healed and Saved
ou WILL remember how Joseph was sold into Egypt and that years
later his brethren went down there to buy corn. Jacob believed
his son was dead but on the last trip to Egypt, Joseph revealed
himself to his brethren. They returned and gave the news to
their father Jacob saying, "Joseph is yet alive and he is governor
over all of Egypt. And Jacob's heart fainted, for he believed them not.
And they told him all the words of Joseph which he had said unto
them: and when he saw the wagons which Joseph had sent to carry
him, the spirit of Jacob their father revived" (Genesis 45:26-27).

Y

but the labourers are few: Pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest,
that he will send forth labourers into his harvest" (Matt. 9:36-38).

It was a cage about 8x10 feet in size, made of heavy logs and in
the inside of it was a man. He no longer looked like a human being.
He resembled some wild creature. I stood on the outside of that cage,
peered in, and then watched him for a while. He stared out at us
with his beady eyes and no doubt wondered who in the world we
were. As I walked away, I breathed a prayer of thankfulness to God
that I was not like that man in the cage. But after I got about thirty
five feet, I was frozen in my tracks. I stood and debated and I knew
I couldn't leave that longhouse because God wanted me to do some
thing else beside just being grateful.
Without premeditation on my part, some of the compassion that
the Lord Jesus Chirst had expressed long ago settled down into my
heart. I retraced my steps and found myself again standing in front
of that cage. This time I bowed my head in prayer and said, "O,
Lord God, Thou seest this man in this cage, and I pray, O Lord,
that Thou wilt restore him to his right mind so that whether the
people of this village believe, or whether they do not believe, at the
day of judgment they will be without excuse." Taking another look
at the poor creature, I left the cage and traveled in that neighbor
hood, going from village to village.
We were busy preaching to the people, but whenever I was going
down the trails, that man in the cage would come before my eyes.
The burden became very heavy and one day I prayed, "Lord, lay the
burden of prayer upon someone at home that this man may be
released from that cage." About two weeks later, as I was journeying
down a trail, I turned homeward and came to a longhouse near to
the one in which was the man in the cage.
Someone came up to me as I was sitting on the edge of my camp
cot, and said, "Tuan, have you heard the news?" I asked, "What
news?" We hear all kinds of news in the jungle although there are
no newspapers. Rumors get around and I didn't know to what the
man was referring. Finally he said, "Tuan, the man who was in
the cage is no longer in the cage." I said, "Really?" He replied,

"That's true, Tuan." I said, "Tell me about it."
He told me about three days after I had been there, the man who
was in the habit of feeding the man in the cage came to give him
his usual bowl of rice. Instead of the caged man's grabbing it and
spilling half of it, he took it like a normal man and put it down
there on the mat. The man who fed him was so surprised by this
act that he called all the people and they gathered around the cage
and asked the caged man many questions. They inquired, "Who is
that man?" He replied correctly, "He is so-and-so." "Who is this
woman?" "She is so-and-so." "Who is this girl?" pointing to a child
about seven years of age. At this he shook his head; he didn't know.
Why not? Because he had been in that cage for three and one-half
years and in that time the little girl had grown so he did no recog
nize her.
Upon hearing the rational answers, many of the people were
convinced that he was all right and wanted to release him right
away but others said, 'No, he'll do the same thing that he did the
last time." "Why was he placed in that cage in the first place?"
"Because one day he ran amuck and taking a long knife, started to
slash everything he could find. He killed the pigs and chickens and
people knew if he were not stopped, he would be killing children
next. He had just gone beserk. Several strong men got hold of him,
took the long knife away from him, bound him with rattan, and threw
him on the ground. Then they went into the jungles and got some
logs and made this cage. Then they pulled aside a few logs, thrust
the man into the cage, secured the logs again and there he has
remained imprisoned for three and one-half years."
Not all were persuaded that he should be set free so they didn't
release him right then, but a few days later they were all convinced
that he was all right. So some with a jungle knife chopped through
the heavy rattan rope which bound the logs together, and the man
walked out - and went down to the river to bathe for the first time
in three and one-half years. You can imagine how filthy he was!
Well, friends, I never had to go back to the longhouse again to
tell the people about the Gospel or about the Lord Jesus Christ be
cause they came to us and listened. As they listened, they were trans
formed by that Gospel, and the Lord worked so mightily in that area
among the people in those different longhouses that it wasn't long
until we had to build a church. We named that the Emmanuel
Church and it grew and grew until it had a membership of over
seven hundred. One of the members was the man who had been in
the cage!
As it is customary in our churches in the jungles to have a time
of testimony, whenever the opportunity was given the formerly caged
man always gave his. He is one of the first to get to his feet but
when he stands, he does not throw up his chin and throw out his
chest and boast about the time he was in a cage! No, he stands with
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I wonder how the crowds you see from day to day move you. Do
you think about the heathen who live way beyond the sea? Is your
heart moved with compassion toward them? It should be, because
they are as sheep scattered abroad, without a shepherd.
I remember one time being in a longhouse. My two native
workers and I reached there one evening about six o'clock. It grew
dark in a little while and I went down to the river to bathe. When
I came back and after having something to eat, the chief gave us
permission to preach the Gospel to these people that night. We did
so, and the next morning, after breakfast, as we were walking out of
this village, I saw something that I had never seen before.

bowed head, and everybody listens when he speaks. Instead of telling
his experience of being in a cage, he relates how he found the Lord
Jesus Christ after he was restored to his right mind.
I ask you, my friends, which is the greater miracle - that the
man was restored to his right mind and released from the cage, or
that one day he found the Lord Jesus Christ as his personal Saviour?
I believe finding Christ was the greater miracle. One moment we can
be on our way to hell, and another on our way to heaven because we
have believed on the name of the only begotten Son of God. That is
just what this man did. He believed in His name, and received and
inherited eternal life. Once he was in a cage, now he goes to church.
There was a young lady in the jungles so sure that this man was re
stored to his right mind that one day she married him and now they
have two or three children and together regularly attend the church
from Sunday to Sunday. Friends, if that is not a miracle, I do not
know what a miracle is. That Christian man with his wife and chi
dren in the middle of Borneo is a monument to the power of the
Gospel.
You know in the long ago when Jacob saw those wagons, his
heart was revived, because he knew that his son Joseph was still
alive and was down there in Egypt. When Jesus saw the multitudes,
His heart was moved with compassion because He saw the people
scattered abroad as sheep having no shepherd. Around the world, my
friends, there are thousands, yea, millions, that are bound in cages of
superstition and fear and no power on earth can release them except
the power of the Gospel. Pray God that we may be revived and moved
with the great need around the world. Yea, "Pray ye therefore the
Lord of the harvest, that he will thrust forth laborers into his har
vest:"

last recorded words of the Lord Jesus Christ are found
in the Gospel of Matthew, chapter 28, verses 19 and 20: 'Go ye
therefore, and teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of
the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost: Teaching
them to observe all things whatsoever I have commanded you:
and lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world. Amen."
I would like to lay emphasis on those words: "Go ye therefore and
teach all nations" and "teaching them to observe whatsoever I have
commanded you."
You know that in just one of the chapters in this Gospel we
learned what to do when persecuted; how we should let our light
shine; that judgment comes when we are angry with our brother
without cause; that we should leave our gift at the altar and go and
be reconciled with our brother; that we should agree with our adver-

sary quickly. We are also taught about marriage and divorce; about
prayer; how we should love our enemies and present our alms.
The Lord Jesus Christ said, "Go and teach all nations," "teaching
them to observe all things" He has commanded. I am sure you will
agree that it is one thing to lead a person to Christ. By that I mean
take the Gospel to him. After the heathen hear the Word and
believe and are truly converted, it is another thing to teach them to
"observe all things" the Lord has commanded.
Do you know that over there in the land of Borneo where it has
been my privilege to labor for many, many years, the Dyaks did not
know how to read or write. Many became Christians and those who
did came to us and said, "Tuan, teach us to pray." How would you
teach somebody to pray who had never prayed before? Undoubtedly
most of you learned to pray at your mother's knee. Likely the first
prayer you learned was, "Now I lay me down to sleep." You can't
teach young men and woman and old people, "Now I lay me down to
sleep." How would you go about it?
Well, I don't know how they have done it on other mission fields,
but this is the way we felt we should do it over in the land of
Borneo. We first gathered the people together. Maybe there were
10; there might have 16; possibly at times there were from 45 to
50. Anyway, they sit on the floor, and it is a class in prayer.
We take two objects - perhaps two pieces of firewood, two sweet
potatoes or two cucumbers. Let it be cucumbers this time and I put
one cucumber on the right and one on the left. The people look at
the cucumbers and they wonder what they have to do with learning
to pray. They have seen cucumbers all their lives and they have
never learned to pray. So how are they going to learn to pray by
looking at cucumbers now?
Well, they are just two objects at which to point. I point to the
one over on my right and I say, "When you begin to pray, you say,
'Our Father which art in Heaven.'" Then I turn to the cucumber on
my left and say, "When you end your prayer you say, 'We ask this
in the name of Jesus Christ our Saviour. Amen.'"
We know that none except those who are truly born again can
call God their Father and before us are these people who have just
come out of heathenism. Now they are bowing their heads and rev
erently calling God their Father. What a thrill comes to our hearts
to hear them repeat "Our Father who art in heaven."
Then pointing to the cucumber on the left, I ask them to repeat
again, "This we ask in the name of Jesus Christ our Saviour, Amen."
Then we announce to them, "Now you know how to pray." They
look at us strangely and ask, "How's that?" I reply, "All you
have to know is the beginning and the end. You need to know how
to start and to finish." Then, pointing to the space between these two
cucumbers, I say, "In here you can put anything you want. If you
want to praise the Lord, you can praise Him. If you have a burden
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on your heart, tell the Lord about it. If you are troubled about your
rice crops, tell Him about that. If there is someone you want to see
saved and come to a knowledge of sins forgiven, why you just pray
for him. Tell the Lord all about it, because praying, after all, is not
usmg fancy phrases or memorizing this or that. It is just talking to
the Lord. So that's the way we taught the Dyaks over in the land of
Borneo to pray. My, I wish you could hear them pray today! They
have certainly learned to fill the space between the two cucumbers!
We taught them to be sure to pray when they first got up in the
morning, to pray before they ate their meals, to pray when they
were going to take a journey, and when they came home from the
fields at night to gather their little family group about them and
have family worship.
You know, friends, I have been around the world twice and I
have seen a lot of things, but the most precious memory I have are
the days when I was growing up as a child in my father's home,
when my father, at the end of the evening meal, would take the
Bible and read a chapter. Then, as was our custom, all of us chil
dren, with Dad and Mother, would kneel down on the old linoleum
and have what was called "family worship." Oh, I didn't like it so
well then, but as I look back, it is the most precious memory I have.
Six sisters and one brother I had, and we were all there with our
parents on our knees praying.
So I taught the Dyaks to do this, and they did learn to pray.
Some of them took us very seriously. We wanted them to, of course,
because we were serious when we taught them. However, I remem
ber one occasion when I was sleeping in a Dyak longhouse - and
really sleeping, about four o'clock in the morning - when an old
man sleeping about ten feet from my bed wakened and started to
pray. Since Tuan told him to pray when he first got up in the morn
ing, he did so, not silently, but out loud, telling the Lord about this
and that. Well, of course, that awakened me. But you know, you
can't get angry and you wouldn't want to get angry with anyone
who awakened you by praying. Sometimes, however, I used to
wish that they would wait at least another half hour before begin
ning to pray so I could get that extra half-hour's sleep. But there
was the old Dyak praying about his needs, his fields, his neighbors,
yes, praying for Tuan who was I: There I would lie and listen as he
asked the Lord to help him and bless him. In this manner the Dyaks
learned to pray.
Why is it so important to learn how to pray? Well, it was very
important to these people because they didn't know how to read or
write. They had never been to school a day in their lives. We
couldn't leave a Gospel of John or a New Testament with them, but
down on their knees they were learning. We could tell this all right
because they would come to us and ask questions. When they would
make such inquiries, we knew they were growing in grace. We knew
14

that they were being taught of the Holy Spirit and it encouraged our
hearts just as it cheers the hearts of parents when their growing chil
dren ask questions. It's a great pity when little children don't ask
questions!
These Dyaks, after they learned to pray, asked all kinds of
questions. I'd like to meet the missionary who can answer all the
questions of the people who have come out of heathenism. I would
also like to meet the pastor who can answer all the questions of the
young people who come to him. Sometimes they say, "Pastor, if
you can show me just where it says I'm not supposed to do this, I'll
stop. " Th e pastor cannot always turn to a passage or to the words
these young people want, but if they desire to serve the Lord with all
their hearts, there will be that portion of Scripture which will apply
to the particular problem and set forth the principle involved, at
least. As the Dyaks came with their questions we tried to answer them
from the Word of God the best we could. Their hearts being tender
and loving toward the Lord, they did exactly what we told them. In
all matters of religion they would listen to us because we were the
ones who had brought the Gospel to them. Friends, when you realize
that people will do as you say, you are very careful what you tell
them! The Dyaks listened and they followed and today they are
walking with the Lord with all of their hearts.

The Man With the Mustache
N GENESIS 26 we read the story of Isaac's wells: "And Isaac departed
thence, and pitched his tent in the valley of Gerar, and dwelt there.
And Isaac digged again the wells of water, which they had digged
in the days of Abraham his father; for the Philistines had stopped
them after the death of Abraham: and he called their names
after the names by which his father had called them. And Isaac's
servants digged in the valley, and found there a well of springing
water. And the herdmen of Gerar did strive with Isaac's herdmen,
saying, The water is our's: and he called the name of the well Esek;
because they strove with him. And they digged another well, and
strove for that also: and he called the name of it Sitnah. And he re
moved from thence, and digged another well; and for that they strove
not: and he called the name of it Rehoboth; and he said, For now the
Lord hath made room for us, and we shall be fruitful in the land"
(verses 17-22).
I thank God that in the land of Boreno we found room to preach
the Gospel. As I recall the days when we first traveled there in the
jungles, and how the Lord worked, I cannot take credit for that
which was done. I am sure it was the work of God by His Holy
Spirit. As Isaac in the long ago called the wells after the names that
his father Abraham had given them, so must we call the work that
was done there a work of God by His Holy Spirit, and not give glory
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to man, but to the Father, Son and Holy Spirit. We praise God for
the way He moved upon those people there, and the way in which
they were won to Christ, and baptized.
I remember approaching a village one morning to which the chief
had invited us. The chief had paved the path with shawls and mats
and received us like royalty. We refused to walk over these things
they had placed on the trails. The rumor was that two dark men
and one white man had dropped from heaven and had come to teach
a new religion. Well, we certainly had not dropped from heaven. We
were there to teach them a new religion, as they put it; but it wasn't
a religion, it was the message of salvation through our Lord Jesus
Christ. God worked in that village and I am sure there was a real
work done for that village is a Christian village to this day. It was
the first village that Dr. Talbot entered when he came to Borneo, not
the first one he slept in, but the first one he entered: I am speaking of
the village of Sidio.
While we were there, we encountered an unusual character. He
was sort of a clown, with a mustache and a goatee. He followed us
through the jungles for about ten days. He liked to go wherever we
went because people always gave us the best food they had to eat. So
whenever it was time to eat, he was right there, getting a free lunch
wherever he went. Then one day in this village, he stopped his clown
ing and got real serious. The Holy Spirit was making the Gospel
real to his heart, and had convicted him of sin. When the oppor
tunity was given, he bowed his knee and heart to Christ, and accepted
Him as his Saviour. He followed us a few more days and then an
nounced that he would have to go home: But before he left, he said,
"Tuan, I want you to promise that some day you will come and teach
my people as you have been teaching the people here." I did promise
to come.
Three and one half months went by, and I had forgotten the man
with the mustache. Then one day I was traveling down the river
in my little twenty-two foot launch and about half a mile ahead of
me I saw something moving back and forth. I didn't know what it
was. I thought perhaps it was monkeys in the trees, jumping from
branch to branch. There are thousands of them in those jungles. How
ever, as we drew closer, I recognized the figure of a man. He was
waving a palm branch back and forth in an attempt to get us to stop
and talk to him. You know by now who that man was. It was none
other than the clownish fellow with the goatee and the mustache!
After we stopped he started to scold us a little, saying, "Tuan,
you promised you would come over three and a half moons ago and
you haven't come to our village yet. I heard you were coming down
this river and I have been waiting here three days for you. "I thought
you would never come, but now that you are here I told my people
I wouldn't come back until I brought you. So get out of your boat
and come along with me."

Among the questions I asked was this one: "How long have you
been following the Lord?" They said, "Tuan, about ten days after
this man came back (that was the man with the goatee and mustache)
why, we started to believe. This, Tuan, is what we have wanted all
our lives to hear." No colporteur, no missionary, no native worker
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I said, "I am sorry I cannot come now. I must go to another place."
Though he tried his best to urge me to go right then, I said, "No,
you'll have to wait for ten days, and if you'll be back in ten days, I
will return then." So he reached down on the jungle floor and tied a
vine in ten knots. That is the way he was going to keep track of the
time. He would loosen a knot each day, and the day he loosened the
last one, that was the day I would be back. After talking a little more
with him, and having prayer, I left.
Sure enough, in ten days as we were going around the bend of
the river, there was the man with the mustache! He had three carriers
with him and I gave them the few things we were going to take with
us. He said, "Oh, Tuan, take some more." But I said, "No, that's
quite enough." But he insisted, "No, take some more." I looked at
him and thought for a moment. "I know what that man has been
doing. He has been telling them that I have all kinds of stuff and
they have told him he was just making it up. So he's brought these
men along to carry my stuff so that he can prove to them that what
he was saying is the truth." I ended up by giving him a few more
things and down the trail we went. Though his feet were going in
one direction, that is, the way of the village to which we were going,
his head was turned in my direction and he was talking a blue streak,
telling me everything that had happened in the jungles for the last
twenty-five years!
Finally, after some hours of walking and talking, we came to his
village. The men were gathered on the left hand side of the trail,
and the women on the right. We shook hands with them and walked
up the notched log ladder into the longhouse. The chief started giving
orders. He could have given out these orders before we got there, but
he wanted to let us know he was the chief. I smiled inwardly and
thought, "Human nature is the same the world around." He gave
orders for the men to get out the cocoanuts and the women to get out
other delicacies. I sat on the floor in front of a brass tray, eating rice
balls about the size of a ping pong ball in which there was enclosed
about a quarter of an inch square of sugar. I always wished they
would make it about half an inch because a quarter of an inch is not
enough for my sweet tooth. I drank the cocoanut water and as soon
as the greetings were over, I meant to get on my camp cot and get
some rest. I was weary but as I sat there eating these rice balls and
drinking this cocoanut water, I listened to the conversation of these
people. They didn't talk like heathen; they talked like Christians.
The more I listened, the more I was convinced that they were fol
lowing the Lord the best they knew. I asked them many questions.

had ever been there before, and yet here were people trusting the
Lord the best they knew how. I said, "By the way, what did you do
on the Lord's Day?" They said, "Tuan, we didn't do anything!" I
asked, "What do you mean?" "Well, the man said we could only sit
on the floor. We just had to stay in the longhouse all day long. We
couldn't go anywhere on the Lord's day."
Of course, that was not what I had taught but that was his inter
pretation. I went on, "But what did you do on the Lord's Day? You
must have done something." They said, "Oh, yes, Tuan. We gathered
together. We had a meeting." "Well, what did you do at the meet
ing?" "Oh, the man stood and he told us everything he had heard
and he tried to sing to us." I can well imagine how he tried to sing
for he did not know how to sing himself! They continued, "Then we
had our noon meal and in the afternoon he stood up again and told
us everything that he knew. We had another song, and then
after our evening meal, we lighted pitch torches and listened to him
until the torches died and we went to sleep."
So here were these Dyaks thus trusting the Lord the best they
knew how. I had the joy of staying with them a few days and of
instructing them more perfectly in the ways of the Lord. The people
of that village are serving the Lord to this day. From that village
came Julak who is now one of the pastors of the 23 churches.
Yes, in the land of Borneo we found room, and in the long ago
Isaac digged again the wells of water and called them after the
names by which his father had called them. The last well was called
Rehoboth because the Lord had made room. As you have listened to
this account this morning, I am sure you will agree that this was not
the work of man, but it was the work of God by His Holy Spirit. God
deigned to come down into the jungles and manifest Himself to those
dear people. Today they are serving Him with all their hearts. Oh,
that other missionaries around the world will find room! My friend,
have you found room? Is there peace in your heart or is there con
tinual strife? May you dig the well and call it Rehoboth - room as Isaac did. For there is room for you.

is on the way to heaven! But you know that in the Christian life we
are supposed to grow. All things being as they should be, a Christian
is to have an altar and on that altar he is to place sacrifices. It is
wonderful to walk in the light, and to keep sacrifices upon that altar!
But it often happens, as time goes on, maybe in a few months, or in
a few years, the tempter comes around and talks to us about the
things that are on that altar. He may say, "You put that upon the
altar back there in a meeting. You were stirred emotionally. Things
are different now and it does not matter so much, and you can take
that thing off." You listen, and the devil gets in a wedge. You take
the thing off the altar and instead of its being complete, there is a
gap. A little time goes by, and something else is removed, and there
are more gaps. But the injunction of this verse is, "Bind the sacri
fice with cords, even unto the horns of the altar."

in the middle of the Island of Celebes, as a friend of
mine and I were praying, we came upon a wonderful verse in the
Word of God. It is found in Psalm 118:27: "God is the Lord,
which bath showed us light: bind the sacrifice with cords, even
unto the horns of the altar."
If we know the Lord Jesus Christ as our personal Saviour, it is
because one day God by His Spirit allowed the light to shine across
our pathway. It did not originate with us, but in the heart of God.
How wonderful it is to know that one's sins are forgiven and that he

What does this mean to the Christian? Why, that by the grace
of God and holy determination, we are going through with God no
matter what comes; that by reading the Word of God, and by pray
ing, we will go all the way with Him!
Let me give you an illustration: There was a brilliant young man
by the name of Robe.rt A. Jaffray who grew up in the city of Toronto,
Ontario, Canada. His father was the publisher of the Toronto Globe.
As a young man, he found the Lord as his Saviour, and went to Bible
School. His father did not want him to go to Bible School, but he
did anyway. Coming home one day he said to his father, "Dad, the
Lord has called me as a missionary to China." His father said,
"Robert, why don't you stay here in Toronto? Some day you can be
the publisher of this paper." But the Lord had spoken to Robert,
and he had made an altar and placed his life upon it. Finally, his
father declared, "Robert, if you go to China, I will disinherit you. Not
one cent will I give you." This hurt Robert Jaffray, not because he
would lose his inheritance, but because his father had no sympathy
with what he wanted to do. So one day he turned his back on Toronto
and its riches, and went to China where he labored for the Lord for
thirty-five years. His father had said in parting, "Robert, if you ever
change your mind, just send me a telegram, and I'll send you all
the money you want to come home." Well, in all those years he never
sent the wire. After thirty-five years of missionary activity, he could
have retired. However, he had heard of the dark-skinned people down
in the islands of the sea then known as the Dutch East Indies. So he
went down there, made a survey and discovered that about 78,000,000
of the 80,000,000 people had never heard the gospel. He sent in a
report to the headquarters of his mission, the Christian and Mission
ary Alliance. That was in 1929, the year of the Wall Street crash
when fortunes disappeared over night. The mission board said, "We
cannot open any more new places." Things were hard here in the
United States and some mission boards were obliged to retrench.
Dr. Jaffray thought he had done all he could for the Dutch East
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Indies. But one night, although he was not a visionary man nor one
given to dreams, he saw himself running through the snow. A man
was trying to catch up with him, but he stumbled and fell in the
snow. When he picked himself up, he 1eft on the snow the print of
his hands, and the print was red as crimson because his hands were
covered with blood. He looked back and again the man was trying
to catch up with him. He stumbled again and fell and again left
a red-blood handprint on the snow. This happened a third time. When
he related this to me later, he said, "Brother Mouw, I looked over my
shoulder and I looked into the eyes of the Lord Jesus Christ Himself.
I knew then it was not enough to tour down there and make a survey.
I knew if I didn't do something more about getting the Gospel to those
people than what I had done, God would require their blood at my
hands.'' He said solemnly, "The dream was so real, I looked at my
hands and I expected them to be covered with blood."
Robert Jaffray sent another report to the mission board saying,
"If you gentlemen are not prepared to take this challenge, then we
will turn it over to someone else." Well, praise God, they did accept
the challenge, and in the year 1929 five missionaries were sent down
there, and after that two more and later on two more. It happened
that my wife and I were the ones who went there in 1931. We were
the last of the first nine to go. You know that in the intervening years
between 1929 and the years that the Japanese came in, some 15,000
Dyaks and natives of nearby Islands were won to Christ and baptized.
When the Japanese took over, Robert Jaffray was confined in an
internment camp and during the imprisonment he withered away
and one day died of malnutrition. Think of it, the son of a millionaire
dying of malnutrition in an internment camp. Why did he do it?
Because one day he made an altar, and he bound his sacrifice with
cords even to the horns of the altar. There were no gaps there!
I think of another man growing up in the city of Detroit, Mich
igan. He heard the Gospel, and heard the call of God. He went to
Bible School and at the end of a two-year-term Bible School, he be
came engaged to a certain young lady. They planned to marry some
day. But he had to have his two years of practical experience before
he could go out a.s a missionary. Because he was rather slow of speech,
no one gave him a church, so went into the Canadian woods to labor
for the Lord. He handed out tracts and preached on Sunday as best
he could. One day a letter caught up with him. It was from his fiancee
stating that she was breaking off their engagement. Of course, this
was a blow to the young man. But he had made an altar and he
bound his sacrifice with cords to the horns of that altar. Returning to
the National Bible Institute in New York for a couple of years, he
studied some more and finally met another young lady and they were
married. No church was open so he found one in Wisconsin the doors
of which were nailed shut. In the middle of the depression he went
there and pastored that church and got his practical experience!
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One day he went over to the land of Borneo, to eastern Borneo,
and when he got there, the missionary there was just ready to go
home on furlough. So he had to take his place and when that mission
ary returned, another was ready to go on his furlough. So for the first
five years on the field he was moved around to four different places!
Then he went home on furlough, and when he came back there was
war in Shanghai and other parts of China so the United States gov
ernment would not issue a passport to women and he had to go back
alone. This time, instead of returning to Borneo, he went to New
Guinea and lived in the jungles there for two years. Then the Japanese
came in and one day someone came and warned him that they were
not very far away. Just about that time a Catalina Flying Boat landed
on the lake up there and he was rescued and taken over to Australia
and finally flown home. He had been away from his wife four years!
As soon as the war was over, he went back to this land again.
When he got there, there was no transportation into the country.
While in Java he met a General he knew who asked, "What in the
world are you doing here?" He said, "I have come over here to go
back to New Guinea." The General asked "Don't you know there
are no airplanes? There is no way to get in there." "Yes" the missionary replied, "I know that." The General asked again: "Why in
the world did you come?" "Because I want to preach the Gospel to
those people." The General didn't know what to make of this man
but invited him to tea four days later. That day the General said "I'll
put at your disposal a Catalina Flying Boat, to fly you in if you will
sign a contract that we will not be held responsible if anything hap
pens to your life." So he signed the contract and one day he put a
goat, a cow, some chickens, a pig or two and his earthly belongings
into this Catalina Flying Boat, and the pilot flew him free of charge
into the interior of New Guinea and he was left there alone. No other
white person was with him.
One night five hundred of the natives of the interior of New
Guinea gathered around his hut and the chief called out to him, "If
you are alive tomorrow morning, I'll come and listen to what you
have to say about your God." All night long they shot arrows at his
hut. On the ends of these arrows was pitch which they ignited and
thus they tried to burn down his hut. But like Elijah of old this
young missionary put his head down between his knees and prayed
all night long. God heard and answered and kept him alive. In the
morning the chief came. He kept his word and received instruction
in the Word of God. That young man, whose name is Einar Michel
son, had the great joy of baptizing twenty-two of those natives, the
first-fruits from that area of New Guinea. Here was another one
who had made an altar on which he bound his sacrifice with cords
even to the horns of the altar.
I thank God for these two men of whom I have told you. Have
you made an altar? Have you placed a sacrifice upon that altar? Have
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MARK 16:14 we read that the Lord Jesus Christ rebuked His dis
ciples because of their unbelief and hardness of heart. He was
grieved because they did not believe Him. Neither did they be
lieve those who had seen Him after He had risen. It was just after
this that the Lord said, "Go ye into all the world and preach the
Gospel to every creature" (Mark 16:16).
Once I heard a man say he did not believe that the sixteenth of
Mark was in the original Greek and he used as the basis for his argu
ment that the Lord Jesus Christ would not rebuke anyone! Well, I
remember that at one time God was ready to annihilate a whole
nation because they murmured and complained, which is just another
kind of unbelief. Yet Moses stood in the breach and they were spared.
Here were disciples who had lived with the Lord. For about three
years they had watched Him perform miracles. He had healed the
blind and caused the lame to walk and had raised the dead. Yet they
believed not them who had seen Him after He was risen! I believe
His heart was as truly grieved then as His heart is now by our un
belief. Yet it was right after this that He said, "Go ye into all the
world, and preach the Gospel to every creature. He that believeth and
is baptized shall be saved; bu't he that believeth not shall be damned."
In my hands I hold a Bible and if you could look at its pages, you
would find that the sixteenth of Mark is one of the most soiled chap
ters in the book. The reason for this is that I have turned to this
chapter again and again and have thumbed these pages over and over.
We were in the land of Borneo three years and two months before
the first Dyak came to know the Lord Jesus Christ as his personal
Saviour. I was wondering what was holding back these people from
truly believing upon the Lord and one day in prayer I felt led to ask
the Lord to confirm His Word with the signs following for I had read
Mark 16: 19-20: "So then after the Lord had spoken unto them, he
was received up into heaven, and sat on the right hand of God. And
they went forth, and preached everywhere, the Lord working with
them, and confirming the word with signs following. Amen."
I did not know how the Lord was going to answer this prayer of
mine but He did. Up the Ketungau River is a tribe called the Ireta-

bun. A few months before I contacted them, the people of this particu
lar tribe began to see blood on the trails, blood on the blades of grass
and blood on the bark of trees. Where did this blood come from? Well,
they believed that some of the evil spirits were going through the
jungles, spilling human blood here and there. These people are
animists, spirit worshippers, always doing something to appease evil
spirits. Seeing this blood made them very, very afraid. It may have
been just the blood of a wounded animal going through the jungle
but as there are no chemists in Borneo to whom the blood could be
taken for analysis, the Dyaks believed it was the blood of a human
being.
About this same time a man by the name of Djaban had a dream
one night. In it he saw two dark-skinned men and a white man. He
heard a voice say to him, "Some day, Djaban, these men are coming,
and when they come, you do what they say and follow what they
teach." This made a real impression upon him, and he went from
longhouse to longhouse in which the aborigines of Borneo live, and
he told them about his dream. He said that he beheld two dark
skinned men and a white man and that one of these days they would
come and tell the Dyab how to live. Well, in the fulness of time,
God sent me up this particular river and one night I witnessed to
twenty-eight men on a raft house.
As I closed the message, my heart was warmed as these men began
to ask me questions. They said, "Tuan, if we follow this new religion,
what do we have to do? Then after that, what do we have to do, and
then after that what should we do?" I realized that at last I had found
a tribe of people in which the Lord wanted to work. I went home and
returned to make two or three more trips into this area.
I think it was on the fifth trip that I brought two native workers
along with me. They had come over from the island of the Celebes
where they had been attending a Bible School in Makassar. My wife
and I had lived in this city for seventeen months and our boy was
born there. I had helped teach these young men in the Bible School
and now they came with me to the jungles. I traveled with them for
just a little while, then I left them, and went to another tribe to labor.
All of a sudden the Iretabun people realized that here were two
dark-skinned men and they said to them, "Where did you come
from?" They answered, "From the islands of Ambon and Menado."
"Who brought you here?" They said, "Our Tuan brought us." "Who is
your Tuan?" "He is Tuan Mouw and he lives over there in Sintang."
"Why isn't your Tuan with you?" "He thought he could labor at
some other place and we could labor here." They said, "When is he
coming back?" "He said he could come back in about three weeks."
In about three weeks I did come back and when I arrived there in
that little town called Nanga Beloh here were these two native
workers and you never saw anyone so glad to see another in your life!
When I arrived, over one hundred people were waiting there, and

22

23

you, my friend, bound the sacrifice with cords, even to the horns of
the altar? God is a jealous God. He will have no gods before Him.
Paul wrote under the inspiration of the Holy Spirit: "I beseech
you, therefore, brethren, by the mercies of God, that ye present your
bodies a living sacrifice, holy, acceptable unto God, which is your
reasonable service. And be not conformed to this world: but be ye
transformed by the renewing of your mind, that ye may prove what
is that good, and acceptable, and perfect, will God" (Romans 12: 1, 2).

Signs and Miraeles in This Twentieth Century
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when they actually saw me, the picture was complete. Here were the
two dark-skinned men and the white man Djaban had seen in his
dream! As we went down the trail from longhouse to longhouse, we
didn't need to advertise over a radio. We didn't need to put an ad in
a newspaper or give out handbills or put up a sign on a billboard. It
would not have done any good anyway for no one knew how to read
or write, and at that time there were no radios!
But it was not long until we had a crowd of people. God has His
way of advertising and the people of the first longhouse wanted us to
stay in their longhouse for a long time that they might hear the
Gospel over and over again. However, the people of another longhouse
would beg us to go to their place. So we would go, and the people of
the first longhouse would follow us to the second, and the people of
the second to the third. There were times when we had fifty people
with us and sometimes as many as two hundred went with us from
longhouse to longhouse.
As we went down the trail, they would ask us to sing. We were
having all we could do to pull our feet out of the mud, and to walk
over the logs and to get our breath, without trying to sing. But when
we did sing, we sang the song they loved to sing:
"The blood of Jesus Christ, the blood of Jesus Christ,
The blood of Jesus Christ washes all our sins away."
Friends, I knew nothing about this blood on the trail. I knew
nothing of Djaban's dream. I did not learn about it for six or seven
months. But when we arrived there in the jungles, our one message
was redemption through the precious blood of the Lord Jesus Christ.
Beginning at Genesis, and ending with the resurrection of Christ, we
told them redemption's story, and oh, how they loved to hear it! God
blessed His Word as we went from longhouse to longhouse preaching
it. Within a few months hundreds of people came to know the Lord
Jesus Christ as their personal Saviour. By hundreds I mean that in
just a few months over 900 Dyaks had bowed their knees and their
hearts to Christ and accepted Him as their personal Saviour and Lord.
This was just the beginning of a great awakening. God had heard and
had answered and had dealt with these people according to His Word.
"So then after the Lord had spoken unto them, he was received
up into heaven, and sat on the right hand of God. And they went
forth and preached everywhere, the Lord working with them and con
firming the word with signs following."
Oh, my brother, if you have a missionary friend laboring some
where on a foreign field, won't you ask God that He will allow some
of these signs to follow in his area, as we saw them in the land of
Borneo? I can't answer all the questions about the United States, and
that which goes on here, but I do believe with all my heart that God
does want to show these people beyond the seas that He does have
power. All the power they know about is that of the witch doctor. Oh,
that they might see the power of God manifested in their midst!
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Throw a Line.
I. N. McH.

I. N. McHoH.
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'Mid the lightning's lu - rid flash
'Mid the breakers near the coast
Yes, the line that we will use
When the storms of life are past,

"'

"" -.
.~

~
~---P

S

And the thunder's startling crash There are
They will sure - ly all be lost, If
the
Is the one the Sav-ior chose, With the
And we're landed safe at last, We shall
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voic - es call - ing loud for help-ing hands; Shall we nev • er heed their cry?
sig - nal is not fol-lowed for a guide;
0
my broth-er, lend
a band,
scar-let thread so nice-ly in - ter-twined; It
is strong and sure, and saves
greet each oth-er by the crys-tal sea; There no waves of trou - hie roll;
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Shall we let them sink and die? And not e - ven throw a line to them from land?
Try to help them safe to land, Throw a line that reaches to the oth-er side.
Souls that struggle 'mid the waves; Throw it out to all the per-ish.ing you find.
There is joy in ev - 'ry soul, Saved by Je-sus' blood to all e - ter - ni - ty.
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D. ·S. -am-ple, that will bring them to the shore.

CHORUS.
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Throw a line, ........ Throw a line; . . . . . . . Help the perishing to shore, While the
Throw a line, sahation's lint,Throw the t.riruson s.1fin~ line;
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breakers loudly roar; Throw a line, ........ Throw a line , ........... Strong and
Throw it out beyond the l\afe, To the fainting ones to save,

--+---fl-~•- •- :-:-~--~~
.!.--~--~----~-4->--------~~-------~
- 7-'-·v-~-;-I
---•--- 1 - -

·•·. ·•· _,,_ . . . ·•· ·•·._ ,, __._._ ,,._ . __-•- - --·-+--~-i----~---~
....
_

.!.1::---.--~-1---t,1-t--+:-tt..L....

-~----t,'-;t~-I;,'~

.II...

·•·

••

>------->--f--1---·..!....~;," - ';,' - ..,. - ;1 - ~;,1 - ;1-

I

~

